THE    MEMOIRS    OF    RALPH    RASHLEIGH
aged them as well as he was able with the scanty material he
had, and then carried Roberts to a nook where he could lie
undisturbed.
His next concern was to reconnoitre their position, and
to find water. He stole cautiously from the little fastness,
carrying his loaded musket, but he saw no sign of the abori-
gines, nor for some time did he find any trace of water. At
last, however, in a cleft at the foot of the cliff, he came upon
an aquatic-looking plant, around which the soil was moist.
He scraped out a hole with a stick and noticed that it began
to fill with liquid, which proved to be pure^ water. He man-
aged to get a small supply Into a quart pot which he had
brought with him and, having first greatly enlarged the hole,
hurried back to Roberts with the water. The leader drank
It gratefully, and the other men clamoured for a drink, taking
with an ill-grace Rashleigh's explanation that It must be
some little time before enough water for them all could per-
colate into his primitive well. He then set about removing
the corpses that still lay upon the floor of their retreat, drag-
ging them to a hole in the rocks and covering them with
sand.
He next proceeded to make the place as secure as possible,
driving stakes into fissures in the rocks, and Interlacing the
ropes which they had brought from the boat, until he had
made a rough chevaux-de-frise or hedge, with thorny
boughs fastened in amongst the strands of rope. This would,
he thought, serve as some sort of protection from a sudden
attack and keep the blacks off long enough, at any rate, to
give the fugitives time to reload their muskets. This task
finished, he went off and fetched in a supply of drinking-
water, and prepared some food, which neither Roberts nor
Owen, however, was able to eat. McClashin and Hennessey
very readily shared the meal, and made an obvious pretence
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